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D{-IAH BILL: 1 forgot to mention
my previous letters that this
camp, which we set up afer lunding in
Franee, is knowd as a “rest eamp.” We
do most of our resting on the good old
sod, and there is a great deal to be smd
in favor of it. When you're sleeping on
the ground, as we are, you don't wind get-
ting up so mmeh i the morming.

Al of our resting has to be done withim
the area of our camp site, whiek is a Jot
of a few acres bordered by a hedge. We
tan go as far as the hedge, and no Tarther,
unless we are warched out in eompany
formution 1o go to another camp nenr by
to gel our canteens filled with water. We
are lenrning the valne of water mowadusys.
The Freach cvilinns ean approach the
edunp as far as the hedge, and no farthor.

French Poets on July 4.

From ave of the women, sclling news-
papers! 1 pot the magazine Les {nnalex
of July 14. Init I found a great deal of
stull about the French poets. ™ They
turned out iu full foree, it seems, to eelo.
Weute fhe Fourth of July, whieh, aceord-
ing 1o the little magazine, “is heneeforth
a Frenel fete™

Their poems eclebrate the Amerieans.
With my infantile and stutterine com-
mand of Freneh I have made an atiempt
to translate portions of some of them for
vou. M. Bn;.:vr Gaillard, whe is little more
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Letters of Privite Ch

arles Divine, Author

of “City Ways and Company Streets”

that 20 years old, sings in this fasMion of
the Americans:

“The women threw you kisses and roses,
The men elasped you in their {raternal

Arms,
The sun which only #hines on noble causes
“Made the blue of Heaverd flutter like a

flag.

“Thaoks for yonr spirit . . .
for your embraces,

Thanks for wour eannoms . . .
thanks for your tears,

In the name of saered Right, of ssintly
Liberty,

in e nume of our native conndry. in the
name of Grief.

thanks

“Tn the name of Wisdom amd violated
laws,
name of Geodnes that bleeds and
siles,
In the nume of Reason, by Latred exiled,
In 1lic name of Hope opening her bruised
ATMS,.

In the n

“Thanks, brothers, thanks for this gift of
vourselves,

We are marching side Ly auk low: ard the
day!

The vietory, already, you crown and you
Jove,

For you're fighling for this Happines
SuUpTEIme

“Peace imperishable and immortal love!”
M. Jacques Richepin asks, poetieally, if
lLikerty and justice will be dead to-morrow,
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But, before the erime is achicved, he says:

“0), great Wilson, your voice arises:
Here are the Americans!”

A Tribute to the Americans.

In another poem, called To the Soldicrs
of the Fmited Statex, M. Richepin also
sounds the word “thanks” which ran
throngh M. QGaillard's poem. 1 have
probalidy incumred M. Hichepin's mn-

dying Lairod for putling#lis verse into

my Englisl. 1 have probably murdered

: but, even so, it will give yon an idea
n[ what o French poet thinks of the
Awericans. .

“And yon, too, gentlemen, soldiers of the
new world,

Come to aid us against the unelean’ beast,

Yon have, like Alan Seecer, here with us,

A rendervous with Death
Thanks'

And in these two words, no more, said in
low .voiee,

e whole soul passes to the depths of
FOU . o

Salute!

See there! It's depe.  Good brothers
now,

And our two bleods shall be shed as only
one.

Why does it wish to spout, this blood of |

ours?

To pillage treasures, conguer lands?

No! If it symanders thus its seattered
purple, -

It is becanse Jostice, denied to Right, re-
(117 SRS

ke proud of this, and more than proud;
be happy, too,

At the feast ofwc}umdl‘humn Leart] AN

Cm ————— o —— L - . .

—

To bave & rendezvouns here with Death.

The Death with whom yoa bave 3
rendexvous

J5 8 virgin with beautiful, brighit eves,
sweet and superb,

Our young wen, like beardless

peilus,
Taove her with such a love, so pare, pro-
fou
That all r::’:n being s founded on ler
Joiss,

And in it they feel flourishing, in ose
short eestasy,

The most splendid flowers of the mast
sublime dream . .

Soldiers of the new workd, thu arc Lrulye
1hat;
Yo, their
s,
When Death shell fix lier gaze in your

great brave exes . . .

you,

brothers, shall be the

Well,

And vou will murnur, very soft, while
smiling:

Tt is good te be [uithful to ber rendizs
vous,’

You will berome one of the rays cmanate
from her,

And you will reply to her what they told
you, too,

In a low vowe,
Salute!

two words, no more?

Thamks!""

Thut's e end of M. Riclepin's
tribute. And T wouldn't have bored yon
with tlis at all if they hadu't made the
awful mistuke of giving us too much time
to oursclves (for a little while) in this
resl cumij. o

“(Ces.”

e

I am the will-to-immobility,




